THE  LIGHT  OF DAY

room for the imagination to work, for the ideal to
play a part. The enchantment of distance, the fas-
cination of the unknown, the lure of the absolutely
pure and perfect (which of course would not satisfy
us when attained, any more than their opposite),
have been great helps in elevating the race. The con-
science of the race has slowly become attuned to
these high promises and ideals. The present life is
vulgar and mean, and to a large part of mankind
seems hardly worth the having. The world of which
we form a part is always more or less a prosy com-
monplace world; we are crushed and dwarfed by its
materialism or its dull cares. Heaven must be some
other world, some far-away elysian field. This hope,
this lure, keeps the heart from failing. That this
" poor life is all," how such a conviction would cause
millions of souls to sink back into the slough of de-
spond; because this life is poor to them, they have
not the power to transform it and see it shot through
with celestial laws. This earth is no star in the
heavens to them, but a very vulgar and prosaic
clod.

The question to be asked of a conclusion of sci-
ence is, Is it true or false ? We stand before a peo-
ple's religion with the inquiry, Is it elevating, is it sav-
ing ? We stand before poem or work of art with the
inquiry, Is it beautiful, is it inspiring ? We stand
before a question of politics with the inquiry, Is it
expedient, is it conducive to the best interests of
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